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Hello Again! Its a great pleasure for us to bring you a new edition of 
DISNEY MAGAZINE, which appears at participating grocery stores. 
It's yours free each month with the purchase of a designated Procter and 
Gamble product. We hope you'll enjoy this month's features. Some, like 
"Natures Family Album" and "Fort Point" are meant to inform you; 
others, like "Goofy's Zoo" are purely for your entertainment. 

After you read this issue, you'll want to turn to pages 64 and 65 to 
see what we have in store for you in January's exciting DISNEY 
MAGAZINE. The Editors 








Он, GOODY! IM Фо NG Y 
ТО BE THE МАНТО. Р Д | 

a 8 МВ | МІСКЕҮ AND THE SLEUTH What 

wq) г ди could Бе more harmless than for the 

Bank of London to hire a new Janitor? 
After all, the place could use some tidy- 
ing up. But wait til you get a look at the 
janitor they've hired! That long-nosed 
character looks awfully familiar... 





GROUCHO MARX What was it 
like to be a child in New York with a 
tailor for a father and a last name 
like Marx? If your first name was 
Groucho, it was fun! 


GOOFY SPORTS There may be 
more thorough advice on mountain 
climbing, but you'll find none 
funnier. When Goofy's involved, 
it's got to be funny. 





SARAH SIDDONS When her 
mother pushed her in front of the 
footlights with the admonition to "Be 
a queen,” this seven-year-old future 
queen of the English stage was just 
beginning to feel her power as an 
actress. Meet her on page 48. 
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Let's begin with Ше most recent 
Wonder and work backward to the 
Y Pyramids. ]t was a lighthouse 
called Pharos, 234 feet high, 
which guided weary sea captains 
and fishermen to a safe port at 
Alexandria in Egypt. 





The lighthouse was an en- 
gineering marvel, and the light of 
its open flame could be seen for 35 
miles in every direction, a wel- 
come sight when chill winds blew 
and choppy seas shook the tiny 
wooden ships of that day. 

Atop the structure stood a colos- 
sal bronze figure of a king, either 


Alexander the Great, the founder 
of the city, or Ptolemy Soter, the 
first ruler of the Ptolemaic dy- 


E ` nasty in Egypt. It took workers 
2555 са] day {о ) lift enough fuel through 
- the shaft in the center of the light- 
< house to. -enable the fire to burn 
T 24% сай night. 
The great tower stood for almost 
рыс а thousand years, but in 796 A.D. 
x: па an earthquake toppled it;today a 
2 2 ` Turkish fortress stands on the site; 
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The Colossus.of Rhodes was 
wonderful indeed. A statue of 
Helios, the Greek sun god, it stood 
about 120 feet high on the island of 
Rhodes off the southern coast of 
Turkey, and was built about the 
same time as the Pharos. 

For many years people thought 
the Colossus had actually. stood 
with its legs straddling the harbor 
entrance. A famous drawing by 
Fischer von Erlach, an artist who 
lived 300 years ago, shows Helios 
this way, and postcards sold to 
tourists on Rhodes still show that 
pose. Modern engineers tell us 
that it would be impossible to 
straddle the harbor with such a 
figure, and, besides, historians say 
the ancient Greeks would never 
show their sun god doing anything 
so undignified as the splits! 

Over 40 years ago, a stone wall 
sculpture was uncovered portray- 
ing Helios standing with his feet 
properly together as he waited 
upon a low hill. His cloak was 
draped over his left arm, his eyes 
shaded with his right hand as he 
looked anxiously out to sea for his 
people’s ships to return to him. 

Engineers think Helios was 
braced by two iron columns 
through his legs and a third 
through the cloak, which fell to 


the ground behind him. No matter 


how the bracing was done, 1t was 
a marvelous engineering ac- 
complishment which attracted 
visitors from throughout the 
civilized world. And yet... 

In 224 ВС., an earthquake top- 


pled the statue. Later, invaders | 
—stole its 12% tons-of cast -bronzes 
апа sold it to amerchant who cár-— = 
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Now we come to a Wonder 
of which certain traces still 
remain—the tomb of a terrible 
tyrant named Mausolus, who 





key. After Mausolus died in 353 
B.C., his sister оға red a fabulous 
building constructed to house his 
body. (UD ТІ 

His tomb was called the 


Mausoleum. Today we use that 
same word to refer to any building 
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where people are Teverently 
placed after they die. 

The enormous structure, as 
high as a ten-story building of to- 
day, lasted for about 1,200 years, | 
but an earthquake destroyed part | 

“it and some of its stones were . 

later used by Christian crusaders 
to abi ld a fortress. Thirteen carved 
panels that had graced Mausolus’ 
tomb, showing Amazons in battle, 
have somehow survived and tan 
be seen today аб the British 
Museum in London. | 

And; In 1858, when researchers i 
"began digging ini +hé fields next to TIR 
athe: crusaders foriri 
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‘TEMPLE oF 
ARTEMIS 
Ar EPHESUS 
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ES have also done a 
good job of piecing together the 
description of another World 
Wonder—the Temple of Artemis 
at Ephesus, another city on the 
Aegean Sea. It was only in 1863 
that the exact location of the Тетп- 
ple was discovered by an English 
engineer who was finally guided 
to it by an inscription he found in 
an ancient outdoor theater. 

During the next seven years, he 
dug up an astonishing series of 
fragments, including carvings of 
gods and heroes, one of which 
shows the powerful Hercules 
dressed in women's clothes as 
punishment for slaying his friend 
Iphitus in a fit of anger. 

The beautiful Temple was built 
some time after 550 B.C. to honor 
Artemis, called Diana by the Ro- 
mans, the goddess of hunting and 
nature. Her gold, ebony and silver 
statue wore a leather garment 
decorated with rams, lions, oxen, 
griffins, deer and bees. 

One night in 356 B.C., in a fit of 
madness, a man set a burning 
torch to the Temple and destroyed 
it. He told the angry townspeople 
that he did so only because he 
wanted his name remembered 
forever. In response, the Ерһе- 
sians forbade anyone ever to men- 
tion his name, on pain of death. 
Despite that precaution, however, 
his name has come down to us: 
Herostratus. 

Тһе people of Ephesus spent 120 
years rebuilding the Temple 
exactly as it was before, column 
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ус ---- is our fifth Wonder. Because Zeus 


for column, statue for statue, and 
eventually this second structure 
became one of the Seven Wonders 
of the World. It was 214 feet wide 
and 413 feet long. 


_ THE STATUE oF 
ZEUS дгохмрА 


The statue of another god, Zeus, 





was the king of all the Greek gods, 
no expense was spared in erecting 
his temple and statue between 470 
and 420 B.C. at Olympia, a famous 
Greek religious center and the site 
of the original Olympic Games. 

The god, 40 feet high, sat on a 
cedarwood throne ornamented with 
ebony, ivory, gold and precious 
stones. Around his legs were danc- 
ing goddesses of victory, and his 
footstool was supported by two 
golden lions. His flesh was of ivory, 
his hair and beard of pure gold. 
His scepter, shining with the rain- 
bow's colors, was made of precious 
metals, and the golden clothing of 
Zeus was covered with enamel 
flowers. No wonder travelers 
journeyed from distant lands to 
see this beautiful figure of their 
most powerful god! 

Years later, a Roman emperor 
banned the worship of Zeus, and 
the statue was dragged off to Con- 
stantinople; no one knows what 
happened to it. The emperor or- 
dered the temple itself destroyed 
by fire in 426 A.D. 





‘THE HANGING 
GARDENS 
OF BABYLON 

The Greeks had to leave the 
familiar shores of the Mediterra- 
nean to visit the sixth Wonder— 
the Hanging Gardens of Babylon, 
in what is now Iraq. But the thrill 
of viewing the lush, exotic sight 
was well worth the strenuous trip 
by horseback, chariot or two- 
wheeled cart. 

The Gardens, viewed from a dis- 
tance, seemed to hang from the 
sky, a patch of green above the 
dusty clay-brick town below. Yet 
the foliage was actually planted 
upon the terraces of a sprawling 





ne ee built by the mighty TA 
Nebuchadnezzar, who reigned 
from 605 to 562 B.C. 

On each terrace workmen had 
placed a layer of rich earth, full of 
organic material and so deep that 
it provided soil for the most lavish 
vegetation, even fruit trees. Un- 
derneath the soil, sheets of lead 
protected the rooms below from 
the irrigation water, masterfully 
drawn up by hidden machinery 
from the nearby Euphrates River. 

The many arches of the palace 
were festooned with flowering 
creepers, and all the platforms 
were ablaze with the most gor- 
geously scented and colored flow- 
ers the world could produce. Rich 
and luscious fruits hung from 
green-leafed trees that fascin- 
ated the beholder with their great 
size and beauty. 

Today, although a few lumps of 


rubble are all that remain of Ше 
Hanging Gardens, archeologists 
have unearthed many treasures 
that give us some idea of why the 
Greeks were overcome with the 
extent and beauty of Nebuchad- 
nezzar's palace. 


THE GREAT 
PYRAMIDS 
oF €GYPT 


The remaining Wonder is the 
oldest—the Great Pyramids of 
Egypt. They were already more 
than 2,000 years old when Antipa- 
ter composed his sightseeing list 
for tourists. 

These huge structures, tapering 
to a point at the top, were built 





upon the desert as tombs for Ерур- 


tian kings, or Pharaohs. Today 
they look much as they did to the 
ancient Greeks, who laughingly 
called them “wheat cakes,’ or 
"pyramidoi" in their language, 
and the name stuck. 

One of them—the tomb of the 
Pharaoh Cheops—is the largest 
building of all time. If it were hol- 
low, it could easily contain St. Pe- 
ters in Rome, the Cathedrals of 
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Milan and Florence, St. Paul's 
Cathedral and Westminster 
Abbey in London—in other words, 
the five biggest churches in the 
world. 

The pyramid of Cheops was 
originally 480 feet high (some of 
the tip has been worn away or 
vandalized) and 755 feet wide on 
each of its four sides. It was as high 
as a 44-story building. 

Today we know much of the his- 
tory of Egypt, but for many years 
the entire culture was shrouded in 
mystery, because no one could 
read the sacred picture-language, 
or hieroglyphics, which adorned 
the walls of the chambers and 
hallways within the pyramids. 

But in 1798 some of the French 
soldiers of Napoleon, fighting in 
Egypt, found a large, carved mar- 





ble marker that provided a partial 
translation to some of the hiero- 
glyphics. Hard detective work 
lasting ten years solved both the 
hieroglyphic code and the mystery 
ofthe Pyramids. 


Two thousand years from 
now, what will people think 
were the seven wonders of our 
world? What would you put on 
the list? St. Paul's Cathedral in 
London? The Empire State 
Building in New York? The 


Palace of Versailles near Paris? 


And wouldn't you include 

the long-lasting, the mighty, 

the imposing Great Pyramids 

of Egypt, just as the ancient 
Greeks did? 


MEDUSAE (Jelly Fish) 





"Well, boys," said Ranger J. 
Audubon Woodlore to the three 
nephews, "put your gear on and 
well explore the mysteries of a 
coral sea." 

"We can even talk underwater 
by turning this knob," said Louie, 
struggling with the tanks. 

"But remember, boys, don't 
touch anything and stick to- 
gether,” warned the Ranger as 
they slid into the warm water. 
"Danger lurks for the unwary!” 

“Wow! Purple! Pink! Yellow!” 
Louie exclaimed to his brother as 
they swam deeper into the clear 
blue waters. “It’s like a garden of 
flowers!” 

“A garden of animals, boys,” 
contradicted Ranger Woodlore. 

“Animals? But the bushes... the 
tree trunks...” 

“The many-petaled flowers that 
you see on the ‘bushes’ are tiny 
animals called coral polyps. Cor- 
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als build the ‘tree trunks’ from 
their own bodies.” 

"There are millions of them!” 

"Yes, corals live in colonies." 

"Like an apartment house?" 

"Yes, And different kinds of cor- 
als build different kinds of houses. 
'These are like antlers; the red one 
is like a fan." 

"How do they eat?" asked Huey, 
somersaulting over a huge clam. 

"As food floats past, the poison- 
filled 'petals' reach out to sting the 
prey. The tentacles push the 
paralyzed food into the polyp's 
mouth." 

"Would they sting us?" 

"Yes. Some corals and anem- 
ones are harmful, so the under- 
water observer must be careful." 

Dewey paddled back a few feet 
and looked up and down, left and 
right, spreading his arms wide in 
amazement. 

"Look, everybody," he called 
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RANGER WOODLORES 


out. "These coral Jungles go оп for 
as far ав І сап see. There are corals 
on top of corals оп top of corals!” 

"You sure are right there," 
agreed Huey, his eyes popping. 

"Right indeed," chuckled the 
Ranger. "These coral animals 
have been building their houses 
here for thousands of years. The 
empty apartments provide hiding 
places for other sea life." 

"Like this baby octopus here?" 
asked Louie, peering into a hole. 

“Yes, but this octopus is full 
grown, only a few inches long. The 
small white grains hanging from 
the roof are eggs." 

"Is she cleaning the eggs?" 

"she is, boys. She washes the 
eggs so that fungus will not grow 
on them. Octopuses are excellent 
mothers. Let's not disturb her." 

“Good-bye, Mrs. Octopus,” said 
Louie, pushing himself away from 
the reef wall. 
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Dewey hung,head down, his face 
dangerously close to the wriggling 
tentacles of a large anemone. 
“Look!” he shouted. “A tiny pink 
crawling ruffle!” 

“Dewey has sighted a sea slug, 
shell-less relative of the snail,” 
explained the Ranger. “It eats 
animals that live on coral and 
anemones. Some sea slugs swal- 
low the stinging cells of the corals 
and use the ‘stingers’ to poison 
their enemies." 

"That's pretty clever!” said 
Dewey admiringly. 

"Oho, boys," exclaimed the 
Ranger, bending over a blob on the 
sea floor. "Here is something far 
more clever—an angler fish." 

"Angler! You mean he carries a 
fishing rod?" 

"SSHHH, Louie! Come close." 

The nephews stared at the fish, 
scarcely breathing. The fish sat 
motionless. 


OCTOPUS EGGS 
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“Look at the wiggly string float- 
ing up from its head!” 

"That's its fishing line and bait, 
a piece of its own skin that it uses 
as a lure." 

"Here comes another fish. It's 
looking at the angler's bait! It's 
getting close!" 

The angler's lip twitched, mak- 
ing the line and bait dance. The 
little fish approached. Suddenly 
there was a cloud of sand, and a 
faint "THOP." 

"Wow! The angler caught it. The 
little fish 18 gone." 

"And the angler had a good 
meal," added the Ranger. 

"Ranger Woodlore, this rock just 
moved!” shouted Huey, paddling 
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back from where he was about to 
place his foot. 

“Whoa! Hold back, boys,” said 
the Ranger, extending his arms. 
“That ‘rock’ is the aptly named 
stonefish. His algae-like skin dis- 
guises the deadly poison spurs on 
his back.” 

“I wanted to see а jellyfish, 
Ranger Woodlore,” said Louie, 
paddling on and gazing upward. 
His brothers and the Ranger fol- 
lowed. 

“If you find one, keep your dis- 
tance, Louie. Jellyfish tentacles 
reach many feet below the glass- 
like bubble. The poisonous ten- 
tacles paralyze small fish. Some 


jellyfish can even be fatal to man.” 


CHRYSAORA (Jelly Fish) 





SEA ANEMONE 


“Ranger Woodlore! That’s the 
brightest fish I’ve ever seen,” said 
Huey, gawking at the feathery 
creature above him. 

~The lionfish, Huey, is beautiful 
but dangerous." 

"Is IT poisonous, too?" 

“Yes. The stonefish is its distant 
cousin. The spines on its back eject 
venom, but only in self-defense. 

"And in OUR self-defense,” 
added the Little Ranger, “we had 
better leave our fine finned friends 
now,to have our tanks refilled.” 

“But there’s more Га like to see, 
Ranger Woodlore,’ said Huey. 

"There's much more to see, 
Huey. But we'll have to save that 
for another time." 


Where сап you drive over а 
fortress which has never 
fired a shot in warfare 
although it guards one of the 
world's greatest harbors? 
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hen Ше magnificent Gold- 

еп Gate Bridge was built 
across the entrance to San Fran- 
cisco Bay, an arch of steel was 
designed to carry traffic above a 
red-brick building at the water's 
edge. 'This is Fort Point. 

To reach it, you drive through 
the lush lawns and tree-covered 
hills of the Presidio of San Fran- 
cisco. You pass meadows and 
valleys where soldiers of the Span- 
ish-American War once set their 
tents, and you can stop off at El 
Polin Springs where — according 
to an old Indian legend — the 
maiden who drinks its water in the 
light of the full moon will marry 
the most handsome brave in the 


Why, in San Francisco, 
of course. 
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tribe and live happily ever after. 

The road then takes you past 
the quiet fields where taps is still 
sounded for men who served their 
country and now sleep in the Na- 
tional Cemetery. From a hillside 
you can see the small landing strip 
at Crissy Field, where those dare- 
devils of the sky once brought 
their rickety planes to ground 
with the first transcontinental air 
mail. At last, you crest a hill and 
suddenly dip almost to the water, 
and you'll find yourself at a place 
in history called Fort Point. 

In 1776, while colonists on the 
eastern shore of our country were 
beginning the revolution that es- 
tablished the United States, Lt. 


Col. Juan Bautista de Anza led а 
troop of Spanish explorers up the 
coast of California from Mexico. 
On March 28, he found himself on 
a bluff of white sandstone with the 
endless Pacific Ocean to the west, 
an unbelievable harbor to the east, 
and a narrow stretch of water (the 
Golden Gate) right in front of him. 
Anza declared that a fort should 
be built here to protect this port 
and he named it “Е1 Castillo de 
San Joaquin." 

The fort was built and eight 
bronzecannons cast in Lima, Peru, 
in the 17th century were mounted 
there. When California became a 
republic, Gen. John C. Fremont 
rushed from his home in Vallejo to 
spike the cannons so they couldn't 
be fired, and the American flag was 
raised over the fort on July 9, 1846. 
In 1854, the cliff where El Castillo 
de San Joaquin had stood was 
graded down to 16 feet above the 
level of the water, and the building 
of the present Fort Point began. 

Тһе fortress was constructed on 
the design of Fort Sumter in 
Charleston, South Carolina, where 
the Civil War began — and Fort 
Point was finished in 1860, on the 
eve of that war. Тһе building 18 in 
the shape of an irregular quad- 
rangle, and the brick walls are 
about seven feet thick. Four tiers 
of cannons — more than 120 of 
them — faced the bay and the 
Golden Gate, which 15 about one 
mile wide at this point, and the 
defenders were confident they 
could stop any enemy ships which 
might attempt to enter the har- 
bor. None did, however, and the 
fort gained a reputation for never 
firing a shot in anger. 

In 1882, it was renamed in honor 
of Lt. Gen. Winfield Scott, but a 
new Fort Winfield Scott was built 
in 1905, and Fort Point returned 
to its old name — much to every- 
one's confusion. The old post's 
days were numbered as a military 
installation, and in 1914, the guns 
were abandoned. German prison- 
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ers were kept there during World 
War I, and a searchlight battery 
aided the defense of the bay dur- 
ing World War II. 

Тһе fort is now open to the pub- 
lic, and as you walk through the 
huge wooden doors to the interior 
courtyard, you may hear the clop 
of horses' hooves that once sound- 
ed there or the clank of those long- 
forgotten cannons being readied 
to fire on an enemy who never ar- 
rived. You can still see what was 
once called the most elaborate 
brickwork on the Pacific Coast, 
and above you are rows and rows 
of gun emplacements and the 
living quarters where the defend- 
ers once lived. 

On a clear day you can imagine 
tall clipper ships sailing majesti- 
cally into the peaceful bay, bearing 
strange and wonderful cargoes 
from the ports of the world. Or, if 
a blanket of fog should billow in 
from the ocean, you may hear 
ghost cries from the steamer City 
of Rio de Janeiro which crashed on 
the rocks in front of Fort Point on 
c NE. February 22, 1901, sinking into 
ма 2 — ^ | T Wr "A the swirling waters іп ten minutes 

| очи 4 | with more than half of her 200 pas- 
sengers on board. The Golden 
Gate is some 300 feet deep here, 
and no trace of the ship has ever 
been found, although a legend sur- 
vives that millions of dollars in 
gold lie buried in her hold. 

After the fort, you might want 
to visit the nearby Maritime Mu- 
seum and relive more of the history 
of this great port, or explore Fish- 
erman's Wharf (where the smell 
of fresh shrimp and crab boiling 
in huge pots is sure to give you an 
appetite anytime of the day)! 
From there hop on one of the fa- 
mous cable cars for a picturesque 
ride up бап Francisco's hills. 
When you reach the top, look out 
and try to imagine the scene as it 
was when Anza first arrived at the 
point where stands this unique 
fort which has never fired a shot 
in wartime. 
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IN А NON-CENTS STORY 


"Hum-diddle-dee-dee," Gep- 
petto the woodcarver merrily sang 
as he whittled away in his work- 
shop. He was just putting the 
finishing touches on a little hand- 
carved box. It was a work of love. 

When he was done, Geppetto 
proudly called Pinocchio in for a 
look. Pinocchio's pal Jiminy, a 
most discerning cricket, was close 
behind. 

“Well,” said Geppetto. “What до 


you boys think? Honestly, now!" 

"Ohhhh, father! It's beautiful? 
Pinocchio exclaimed, his eyes 
widening. 

"Mighty fine, sir. Mighty fine,’ 
said Jiminy Cricket. "Fit for a 
treasure, if you ask me.” 

“Well, it zs a little treasure box,’ 
said the old man. He took a hand- 
kerchief and gave the little chest 
one last, loving shine. 

“You mean it’s for a treasure 


like rubies and diamonds?” Pinoc- 
chio asked excitedly. 

“No, no,’ chuckled Geppetto. 
“Not for rubies and diamonds. It's 
going to hold a penny.” 

“A penny? Only a penny?” 
Pinocchio was disappointed. 

“Yes, only a penny,’ smiled 
Geppetto. “But sometimes, my 
son, a penny can mean more than 
all the expensive jewels in the 
kingdom.” The old man carefully 





took а shiny new coin from his 
pocket and placed it in the box. 
"This penny is for a thought and a 
kindness,’ he said, "and you can't 
measure the value of such things 
the way you can a bright, red 
ruby.” 

Geppetto lifted the little wooden 
boy up on his work bench. “You 
see," he explained, "T recently had 
occasion to ask a good friend of 
mine for some friendly advice. 
He's a doctor, and a fine man, and 
he gave the advice willingly. He 
refused, however, to let me pay 
him for it. He said it was free 
advice, a friendly thought, so to 
speak. Well, I decided, if he won't 
let me pay him, the least I could 
do is send him 'a penny for his 
thoughts.” The old man chuckled. 
“And I needed a pretty little 
treasure box to deliver his penny 
in, didn’t I?” 

“It’s a beautiful box, father,” 
said the puppet. Even Jiminy was 
impressed. 

“Now I need some help from my 
little son,” said Geppetto. “I need 
you to personally deliver this box 
to the good doctor. He lives on the 
other side of town.” 

“Of course, father,” said Pinoc- 
chio. 

Geppetto patted the boy’s head, 
then reached in his pocket and 
pulled out another shiny penny. 
“This penny is for you, Pinocchio, 
for running my errand, and for 
being a good boy. You can spend it 
any way you wish. Buy yourself а 
lollipop, or some ice cream for 
yourself and Jiminy.” 

“Oh, boy!” said Pinocchio. “It’s as 
good as delivered.” He slipped the 
penny in his pocket and carefully 
took the box from Geppetto. 

In a flash, Pinocchio and Jiminy 
were on their way, skipping and 
singing down the cobblestone 
street, on their way with the 
doctor’s beautiful gift. 

They hadn’t gone more than a 
stone’s throw when they turned a 
corner and—bang!—they ran 


smack into none other than the 
crafty fox named J. Worthington 
Foulfellow (“Honest John” to his 
friends, of whom he had none) and 
a no-good cat named Gideon. 
Everyone went crashing to the 
ground. 

"What's the big idea?” snapped 
the fox as he picked himself up off 
the sidewalk. 

"What's the big idea?" hissed 
the cat, doubly angry since he had 
fallen on his whiskers and bent 
them. 

Then they spied the treasure 
box and—quick as lightning— 
their attitudes changed. 

Pinocchio tried to apologize for 
the accident, but "Honest John" 
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wouldn't hear of it. "My fault 
com-plete-ly, little boy,” he in- 
sisted, putting his arm around 
Pinocchio’s shoulder. Jiminy 
smelled trouble. He took his um- 
brella handle and pulled at Pinoc- 
chio's leg. "Come on, Pinoke;" he 
said. "Let's be on our way, okay?" 

“Do forgive me,” grinned the fox, 
knocking Jiminy away with a 
snap of his finger. “It may be rude, 
little boy, but I simply must know 
something. Whatever do you have 
in that beeeee-u-tiful little box?” 

“In the box?” said Pinocchio. 
"Oh, there's...there's a tiny little 
cuckoo clock...made of pure 
gold...all covered with diamonds 
and rubies!” 
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“DIAMONDS?” said the fox, his 
ears pointing straight up. 

"RUBIES?" said the cat, eyes 
big as saucers. 

Jiminy fell over in a faint. 

"Mery interesting...very in- 
teresting,” said Honest John, then 
he took his leave, pulling Gideon 
after him. "We must be off; he 
said, and they were gone. Halfway 
down the street, they dashed be- 


hind a building to make plans. 

“Pinocchio, will you never 
learn?” said Jiminy Cricket when 
left alone with his friend. “As your 
official conscience, haven't I told 
you again and again not to tell 
lies? There’s nothing but a penny 
in that box!” 

“Aw, Jiminy,’ said the puppet. “I 
was only having fun. What harm 
can a little lie do?” 

"You never know, my boy, you 
never know,' said the wise old 
cricket. "I don't like it a bit, not a 
bit, he mumbled the rest of the 
way down the street. 

Turning the next corner 
brought another surprise. There 


in the middle of the street was a 
giant balloon, painted all sorts of 
rainbow colors, tied to a small 
post. Inside were two pilots, 
primed for take-off. 

"Oh, Jiminy, let's have a look;" 
said the boy. 

"Careful, Pinoke,” cautioned 
Jiminy. He sniffed trouble again. 

“Good day, good day,’ said one of 
the balloon pilots. There was 





something vaguely familiar about 
him. He had a long nose, bushy red 
tail and foxy disposition. 

“Hello, sir,’ replied Pinocchio. 

"What a lovely little box you're 
holding,” said the other man, who, 
no mistake, resembled a cat under 
his disguise. 

"We're delivering it across town 
to a friend of my father,” said 
Pinocchio. 

"Indeed?" said the pilot. 

"Indeed!" nodded the co-pilot. 

"Perhaps I can help,” said the 
first man. "Why not climb into my 
sturdy balloon basket and let us 
fly you to your friend's home? 
Saves wear and tear on the feet.” 


“Оһ, thank you!" said Pinoc- 
chio. Jiminy, however, was sus- 
picious. "Hold on, Pinoke,” he said, 
having noticed the whiskers on 
the co-pilot. Pinocchio, in his en- 
thusiasm, paid no attention to his 
conscience. 

First he handed his treasure box 
to the first man in the balloon, 
then prepared to climb in. He got 
no further. In a quick, crafty move, 
the fox pushed Pinocchio away 
from the balloon. The cat cut the 
hold-rope. 

“Hey!” yelled Pinocchio. “My 
box!” 

“Goodbye, dear friends,” hissed 
Honest John ceremoniously. Un- 
fortunately, his pleasure and his 
speech were cut short when he 
noticed the balloon was moving 
upward at a snail's pace. 

“Quick, you fool,” he yelled at 


Э the cat. “Throw out the ballast!” 


“What's ballast?” asked Gideon. 

“The weight, you dummy! 
Throw out all the weight so we can 
get OUTTA HERE!” 

The cat began moving so 
quickly his eyes crossed. First he 
threw out one sandbag, then 
another. Soon he tossed the last 
sandbag over the side. Then he 
threw out the treasure box. 

The balloon quickly shot up- 
wards. “Y-I-I-P-E-S!” screamed 
the cat. 

“You idiot!” bellowed the fox as 
he watched the box fall to the 
ground. “You weren't supposed to 
throw out the box!” The box fell 
right into the hands of Pinocchio, 
and the balloon drifted out of 
sight. 

“Whew! That was a close call,” 
sighed Jiminy, wiping his brow. 
"C'mon, Pinoke, let's be on our 
мау.” 

Pinocchio and Jiminy were not 
far from their final destination, at 
the top of a tiny hill, when they 
spotted a sweet little mother out 
for an afternoon stroll, pushing a 
baby carriage. 

"Oh, let's look at the baby,” 
suggested Pinocchio. 

"Well, all right” said Jiminy, 


"but just for a minute” 

The sweet little mother seemed 
delighted to have visitors. "Good 
morning,’ she cooed. 

“Morning, та ат,” said Jiminy, 
tipping his hat. 

"Good morning, ma'am, said 
Pinocchio. “What a cute little baby 
you have.” 

“And what a cute little box 
you're holding,” said the mother, 
who had a suspiciously long snout 
апа red tail. “Why don't you be a 
nice little boy and show the pretty 
box to my baby?” 

"Certainly, ma'am;' said Pinoc- 
chio. 

"Careful, Pinoke,” cautioned 
Jiminy. 

"Oh, Jiminy, nothing’s going to 
happen this time. Why worry 
about a sweet little baby?” Then 
Pinocchio held up the box for the 


baby to see. 

Quick as a dart, with a loud 
meow, the “baby” grabbed the 
treasure box out of Pinocchio’s 
hand, and the “mother” gave the 
baby buggy a hefty push down the 
hill. Then, fast as a fox, both 
“mother” and “baby” were in the 
buggy, swiftly zooming down the 
hill in a crafty getaway. “Hee- 
hee-hee; Honest John cackled to 
himself, throwing off his disguise. 

"Ha-ha-ha;" giggled Gideon, 
removing his baby bonnet. 

“We've been tricked!” said 
Jiminy, standing beside his pal at 
the top of the hill. 

"What'll we do?” moaned Pinoc- 
chio. 

Fortunately, they didn’t have to 
do anything—the hill did it for 
them. It turned out to be much 
steeper than either Honest John 





or Gideon had anticipated, and the 
buggy started moving faster than 
a runaway train. “EGAD!” yelled 
the fox, and they both held on for 
dear life. 

Pinocchio and Jiminy started 
running down the hill in hot pur- 
suit of the runaway buggy and the 
stolen treasure box. “Follow that 
buggy!” commanded the cricket. 

They didn’t catch up with the 
buggy, but a lamp post did. At the 
bottom of the hill, the carriage 
smashed into the lamp post with 
enough force to leave the fox and 
the cat seeing stars for a week. 
What they also saw was the treas- 
ure box bouncing out of the car- 
riage. Plop! it went onto the 
cobblestone street, its lid flying 
open. Out flew the penny and plop, 
it bounced down into a drain, lost 
forever! 

“Now see what trouble your 
silly lie caused?” said Jiminy 
Cricket, shaking his finger at 
Pinocchio. 

Pinocchio saw, and felt terrible. 

"Im sorry, Jiminy,’ he said, 
bowing his head. 

Pinocchio reached into his pock- 
et for his penny. He had looked 
forward to that lollipop or ice 
cream, but he put his own penny 
inside the treasure box and, with 
no more nonsense, finally deliv- 
ered it to Geppetto’s friend. 

“Have you learned anything to- 
day?” asked Jiminy on the way 
home. 

“Oh, yes,” said the wooden boy. 
“It’s dangerous to exaggerate, and 
it’s important to tell the truth.” 

“Anything else?” asked the 


' cricket. 


"Well, you shouldn't trust bal- 
loon pilots with long red tails, or 
get near babies in buggies who 
have long whiskers." 

"Is that all you learned?" 
Jiminy said, beginning to lose his 
patience. 

"Oh yes; Pinocchio smiled. 
"Always listen to your con- 
science!" 

Jiminy Cricket figured the day 
hadn't been a total loss. 
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pop was a tailor. 





When I was young, my brothers and I went into 
vaudeville to help support the family. We had to. My 
father was the worst tailor in New York, including 
Chicago and Los Angeles. 

To begin with, he could never cut a suit properly. 
He couldn't even cut a rug—but that's another story 
and a dull one. Adding to his lack of talent as a tailor, 
was Chico's lack of talent as a son. Chico was con- 
stantly hocking my father's scissors. Whenever my 
father needed them, he'd find them hanging in the 
window (just the scissors, not Chico). 

My father could never make a suit, so consequently 
he always had to find new customers. You would 
think in a city of seven million people, that would be 
no problem. But by the time my father retired there 
were only about nineteen people left who hadn't 
heard of his unique talent for making one-legged 
trousers and vests with sleeves. 

Once my father had a customer who ran an ice 
cream store. He made this man a suit, and packed it 
in a box telling me, "Go deliver this. The man has a 
confectionary store and he'll give you a chocolate ice 
cream вода” 

Mouth watering, I ran all the way to deliver my 
parcel. While I was slurping the last of my soda, the 
man opened the box and to his surprise my father had 
sent only a vest and jacket. Chico had hocked the 
pants. By this time, I was only a few steps ahead of a 
dissatisfied customer and an early demise. 

This is not to say Chico and my father were the only 
ones with faults. 

I wasin Colorado once, working in an act called the 
es Trio. LeRoy stole all my money, and shortly 

io away with a tap dancer. So there I was, 


stranded in the wilds of Colorado without any money. 

I didn’t know what to do, but I knew I had to get 
some cash. So I took a job driving a team of horses 
pulling a grocery wagon between Cripple Creek and 
Victor, Colorado—ten miles away. 

Now, I didn’t know anything about horses except 
that they ate sugar. The only horses I had seen up to 
that time were on carousels. Nevertheless, I intro- 
duced myself to the team and explained who was 
boss. I thought the job would be a cinch. 

Between Cripple Creek and Victor was a mountain 
range. As the team and I traveled further up, the road 
got narrower. At one point I looked down. Between us 
and the bottom of the gorge there must have been 
4,000 feet (which is fine if you’re a shoemaker). 

I was terrified, but thought that if we went faster it 
would be over with sooner. However, one of the horses 
(obviously a union member) went on a sit-down strike 
in the middle of the road and wouldn't budge until a 
new driver came along. 

It turned out I was as bad at driving horses as my 
father was at making clothes. I was fired, of course, 
but it taught me a lesson. You should never try to do 
anything unless you're prepared for it, and willing to 
take the consequences. 

If I hadn't learned a lesson, I may well have had to 
spend the rest of my life at the bottom of a 4,000-foot 
drop. Worse yet, if my father hadn't learned a lesson 
and quit tailoring, half the men in New York City 
might be walking around today without pants. 












acy Умер - ЖЕ 


АА 
SDISNEY 


nd FRE Konum; CLASSIC /// 
fhe БУД. Í 


The Case of the Closet Deposit Т; ; a | | 


a үр" 








WHAT АРЕ YOD ^ E: 
GOING IN THE BANK k 
FORF І THOUGHT Z — < 
| WE WERE GOING /; 

TO TRAFALGAR ( / 
SQUARE AND 
FEED THE 
PIGEONS! 



















MISTER 


IF YOU DON'T HAVE A NEW JANITOR IN THE 
MALONE / 


MORNING I SHALL WITHPRAW ALL MY SAVINGS! 
AS ENGLANDS GREATEST DETECTIVE, Г 

WILL NOT ALLOW ANYONE TO MANAGE MY 
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NEVERMIND! I'LL 
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SUE SIDNEY/ HE'S A 
Нара WHO MEMBER. OF THE HAD GOOD 
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Де СУ GANG/ THIS WHOLE 
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OKAY, BOYS / CLEAN 
ITOUT/ I'LL PRIVE AROUND 
THE BLOCK UNTIL YOU'RE 
READY TO COME ООТ/ 
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YES! THEY BLEW THE VAULT... 
AND JUST DROVE AWAY / EMPTY 
HANDED, OF COURSE! I GOT 
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^ SURE! THAT'S US! SEE, 
PROFESSOR 2 YOU'RE SITTIN’ 
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(| ROB THE BANK/ TAKE 
ША THEM AWAY, GUARDS! 
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HERE ІТ IS! 
ALL SAFE AND 
SOUND... IN THE 
BROOM CLOSET! 






THERE GOES PROFESSOR. 
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CAN'T DO IT! ` 
YOU ARE OVER- 
PRAWN / YOU 

OWE THE BANK 
TWO DOLLARS 

AND ТНІЕТУ- 

TWO CENTS! 









L THOUGHT 
WE WERE 
GOING то 
TRAFALGAR 
SQUARE AND 
FEED THE 
PIGEONS / 














WANT TO CASH 
A CHECK 

THEN) WELL 

ОО FEED THE 
PIGEONS / 
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The Lawnmower Tree | + 
Too long did Billy Bowlegs =f 
МАШ aver | o 
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+ + 
1 hoever heard of a lawnmower tree? An um- 
brella tree, maybe, but a lawnmower tree? 
Well, at Walt Disney World's Fort Wilderness 
campground, that's exactly what you'll find. It seems 
that someone, some 50 to 100 years ago from the looks 
of it, left an old hand lawnmower leaning against a 
young pine tree. Somehow the lawnmower fell over, 
and through the years the pine tree grew over the 
mower, so that the handle now sticks out one side of 
the trunk and the blade sticks out the other side. 
When Walt Disney designed the Disney World 
complex, he stipulated that everything possible 
should be left in its natural state. So the lawnmower 
tree, odd as it is, has been left intact, with only the 
addition of a small plaque, which reads: 
“Too long did Billy Bowlegs 
Park his reel slow mower, 
Alas, one warm and sunny day, 
Aside a real fast grower.” 








Bay Lake, оп which Fort Wilderness is situated, 
although improved by the addition of a sandy bottom 
(instead of mud), is still essentially the same large 
freshwater lake it was when Walt first saw it, and it 
still abounds with fish and ducks and other wildlife. 

Fort Wilderness itself was developed with the idea 
that people should be set into, not onto, nature. This 
is evident from the individual campsites which are 
screened from their neighbors by foliage. The Wil- 
derness Swamp Trail runs through a natural cypress 
swamp, where squirrels scurry up bark trunks, birds 
rustle in the treetops, and deer browse in the early 
morning. 

Bay Lake is complemented by a winding network 
of bayous, where canoes paddle right alongside the 
ducks that nest along the banks. Farther along the 
lake is Marshmallow Marsh. Each night a group of 
campers sets out in long canoes from the campground 
for an old-fashioned bonfire and marshmallow roast 
in the marsh. 

In addition to moonlight canoe rides, the Fort Wil- 
derness staff presents nightly sing-along campfires, 
where strains of old-time cowboy ballads like "Don't 
Fence Me In" add words to the evening music of frogs 
and crickets. 

The dawn breaking over the tops of the pine trees 
might find horsemen from nearby Tri-Circle-D 
Ranch exploring the forest and beach areas. Other, 
more mechanically-minded adventurers prefer to see 
the sights either by bicycle or on Fort Wilderness 
own narrow-gauge steam railway. 

However one chooses to explore it, Fort Wilder- 
ness, with its old-time flavor and natural setting, is a 
unique campground. Where else could you find a 
lawnmower tree? 
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M— INSIDE! | WHAT'S 
MY BEDROOM'S EVERYONE 





COMPLAINING 


SPRUNG A LEAK: 
è = 3 | ABOUT DOWN 





А ITS VERY 
KIND OF 
You — I 
CATCH 
| COLD SO 
N EASILY! 
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WHERE ARE 
^ ALL OF YOU 
GOING?! 


BURRY BAFFIer 


Calling all carrot-lovers! Here's a long-eared, cotton-tailed 
cartoon quiz for everybody. Name all seven correctly, 
and you're the champ. Five or six is good. Three or four is nice. 
Two is...uh, er... Okay, smarty —START! 





This shy fellow knows that banging on a hollow log 
can wake up everyone in Bambi's forest. He is 
O Jumper O Thumper O Bumper 








Ouch! Our famous friend has been 

И; or MD оси knocked on his ear. Uncle Remus 
Winnie-the-Pooh's friend in need is this gs: | 
wise old fellow with the unusual name of Шет т Bunny О Uncle 
O Stromboli O Rabbit O Turkey Lurkey аэ с ETE RONN 








Не тау Бе fast as lightning, but this speedy fellow 
lost the race to a tortoise. His пате is O Swifty 
[] Crazylegs O Max Hare 





He shot an arrow into the air. Апа where 
it fell, only Robin Hood knows. We call 
this youngster O Skippy O Scrappy 
О Scruffy 





What a card! Our tea-sipping friend, being 
marched to Alice's trial, isthe © October Rab- 
bit о March Hare O January Jack 





Now here's a, Ahem!...er...a sweet lit- 
tle cotton-tail who's waiting with bated 





ANSWERS: : Е 

әлодуу еццо зиом `Z елен YEW 9 паден Jeig с breath for his yummy carrot. This 

іюдең т Addijg в елен xen г jedunuj `l cutsie-pie pal is named |) Bunny- 
kins Û] Nosey-Posey |J None of the 
Above 
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PULLING A BIG ВОМЕК 
Committing a great blunder 
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PUTTING YOUR BEST 
FOOT FORWARD 
Trying to make a 
good impression 









RUNNING UP A LARGE BILL 
Purchasing or charging 
many Items at once 






UP THE СКЕЕК WITHOUT А PADDLE 
In trouble without help in sight 









PLAYING 'POSSUM 
Pretending to be dead or asleep 


MAKING A FOOL OF YOURSELF 
Making yourself appear silly 









Animal Autobiography 


ГАМ АН 
ББРНАМТ... 


the largest living land mammal— 
more specifically, I am an African 
elephant. Many things make me 
easy to identify, my ears, for 
example. Not only is my hearing 
acute, but my large ears also act as 
fans to cool me in the hot African 
sun. My trunk is also rather 
unique. Did you know that the 
trunk is merely an outgrowth of 
an elephant's upper lip? I can use 
my trunk to suck up water—up to 
one and one-half gallons per 
trunkful—and squirt it down my 
throat when thirsty. I can also 
pluck my food from tall trees, or 
uproot plants. Naturally, I also 
use my trunk to smell things. у; 

Then there are my two front” 
teeth. That's what an elephants = 
tusks are. An average African . 
elephant tusk is over ten feet long. 
That's a lot of ivory! We use the ©. 
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tusks for digging, for taking the 
bark off trees and, of course, for 
keeping other elephants in line. 
Both male and female elephants 
grow tusks. 

My legs are noteworthy, too. 
After all, they do support the rest 
of me. Elephant toes (Yes, we do 
have toes!) are so short as to be al- 
most invisible. The toes and foot 
have fused into a large round pad, 
the better to support some seven 
tons of elephant. It is true that our 
legs are not designed for fancy 
footwork, and no elephant can 
jump at all! But when speed is 
necessary elephants move along 
at about 20 miles per hour. Ап 
elephant's neck is short so that the 
very heavy head is held close to 
the body. But with such a short 
neck and long, thick legs, we had 
to develop a means of drinking 


water—our trunks. Interesting 
how everything in nature works 
toward survival, isn't it? 
Concerning food, my favorite 
subject, elephants eat roots, leaf 
shoots and tender twigs, in very 
large quantities. Mangoes, maize 
and coconuts are special favorites. 
In captivity elephants dont eat 
much—only about one hundred 
pounds of hay daily. In the wild we 
elephants eat almost constantly; 
16 of every 24 hours are spent eat- 
ing. We stay near Ше water sothat 
we can drink in the morning and 
again in the afternoon—usually 
30 to 50 gallons a day is sufficient. 
Unlike some other animals, we 
elephants take care of our own. 
When an elephant is injured or ill, 
two other elephants accompany 
him, one on each side, helping to 
support the ailing one’s weight be- 


tween them. If one of us is mired in 
the mud, other elephants will try 
to pull him out with tusks and 
trunk. 

It has been said that we African 
elephants are not as easily trained 
as our Indian cousins. Nonsense! 
The ancient Egyptians, as long 
ago as 3500 B.C., trained us as 
riding mounts and servants. Han- 
nibal in his march to Rome in 218 
B.C. employed African elephants. 
We are just as quick to learn as 
our Indian relatives—we're just а 
little more independent. 

You might think that because of 
our immense size elephants are 
clumsy. Not so! We can walk 
through the forest unheard if we 
choose. So if you ever come visit- 
ing, don’t try to sneak up on an 
elephant. You might not hear us, 
but we'll certainly hear you. 





39 


40 


Long аро, оп the other side of 


the forest from the king's castle, 
there lived a poor young farmer. 
He grew no crops—he was too poor 
to plant any. Не sold no eggs—he 
had long ago eaten the last of his 
chickens. And he had no 
visitors—for who would want to 
come to such a poor farm? 

But lonely was one thing he 
wasn't, for he had one constant 
companion, and a remarkable one 
it was—a rooster. The rooster 
would follow the farmer wherever 
he went, and they would talk. 

"Rooster, the farmer said, 
"wouldn't it be nice if I were rich?" 

The rooster laughed. "How 
could you get rich on such a poor 
farm?" he replied. 

The young farmer shrugged his 
shoulders. He was happy enough. 
There was a bit of food in his cup- 
board, and a coin or two in his 
pocket. And besides, didn't he 
have a most remarkable rooster 
for company? 

Then, one evening, when the 
farmer opened the cupboard to 
find something for dinner, there 
was nothing there. And when he 
emptied his pockets to find a coin 
to buy more food, he found nothing 


THE REMARKABLE ROOSTER 


A re-told fairy tale from Yugoslavia 


but lint. So the farmer went with- 
out dinner. And breakfast. And 
dinner again. His stomach 
growled—louder than the rooster 
could crow. And that gave him 
an idea. 

Early the next morning he filled a 
big pot with water and put it on the 
fire. Then he called the rooster. 
The rooster came in the door, 
thinking that at last his master 
had found some food. Then he saw 
the pot on the fire, and noticed 
the way the farmer was looking 
at him. 

“Uh-oh,” thought the rooster, 
backing away toward the door. “I 
do believe he is planning to put me 
in that pot!” And the remarkable 
rooster, who was certainly no 
dummy, gave a flap of his wings, 
scampered out the door, and ran 
away from the poor farmhouse as 
fast as his legs could carry him. 

But not fast enough. The 
farmer, who, after all, had much 
longer legs, easily caught him, 





апа carried him back to the pot. 

"Master! Spare те!” cried the 
rooster. "Spare me, and T'll...T'11...” 

Closer to the pot he went. 

"Ill make you rich!" shreiked 
the rooster at the top of his voice. 

The farmer looked at the rooster 
curiously, and remembered that 
he was, indeed, a remarkable 
rooster. So he put him back down 
on the ground. 

“Whew!” thought the rooster. 
"Ihank goodness! I'm still all in 
one piece." 

"Rooster; said the farmer, “ГП 
give you until nightfall to make 
me rich, but only until nightfall— 
for as you know, Tm very hungry.” 

The rooster gulped. "ГІІ do it,” 
he said. But he had no idea how 
he could make the farmer rich. 
Nevertheless, he left the farm- 
house and started down the road 
into the forest. 

“Oh, dear!” thought the rooster 





as he walked along. “How am I 
going to make the farmer rich 
by nightfall? Oh, dear!” So pre- 
occupied was he with his problem 
that he didn’t watch where he was 
going, and SMACK! he ran into 
something. 

“OWWW!” he crowed. Then he 
looked at what he’d run into. It 
was a little tower! Not a proper 
castle-sized tower, at any rate, but 
certainly large enough to block 
his path. 

“Oh, my!” exclaimed the rooster. 
“What’s this?” Then he saw the 
sign on the tower door: “Gone 
Fishin’ (signed) The Robbers.” 

“Robbers?” thought the rooster. 
ТІ wonder what’s inside their 
tower,’ He hopped onto a branch 
of the tower, opened up the roof, 
and peered in. 

The tower was full of jewels! 
Rubies! Diamonds! Emeralds! 
Gold! Jewelry of every kind! Just 
then the rooster heard a noise. 
Someone was coming! 


Down the path from the stream 
came several little robbers, each 
carrying a fishing pole. Not want- 
ing to be discovered, the rooster 
grabbed a ring, gave a big flap, 
and rushed away. 

Just before nightfall, the rooster 
arrived back at the farm. He tip- 
toed in the door, and saw the poor 
farmer sitting at the bare table 
with his head in his hands. “I’m 
back,” called the rooster. 

“Well?” asked the farmer, rais- 
ing his head. “Am I rich? Or are 
you to be my dinner?” 

“You're rich!” crowed the rooster 
happily. “Look what I found! If you 
take this ring into town and sell it, 
you can buy all the food you want!” 

Delighted, the farmer grabbed 
the rooster by the wings and 
danced him around in a circle. 
“Oh, rooster,” he cried. “I’m so glad 
I won't have to eat you! Truly you 
are aremarkable rooster!” 

Early the next morning, the 
farmer rose, dressed, and hurried 
off to town. Soon he reached the 
marketplace, with its colorful 
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stalls full of delicious foods. 
"Soon, he thought, his mouth 
watering, "Tll be able to buy all 
the luscious food I want.” And he 
held up the ring. 

"Ring for sale! Ring for sale!” He 
waved the ring in the air, and it 
sparkled in the sunlight. 

"Where did you get that ring?" 
came à stern query. 

The farmer turned around and 
found himself facing a troop of the 
king's soldiers. 

"That ring belongs to the king!" 
one soldier said. 

"It was stolen along with the 
rest of the royal jewels!” said 
another. 

“You must be the thief!” cried а 
third, grabbing hold of the farm- 
ег arm. 

"Im not! I'm not!” protested the 
farmer, trying to shake off the sol- 
diers grip. “My rooster brought 
me this ring!" 

"Your rooster?" scoffed the first 
soldier. "You're crazy!" 

"Crazy, said another, nodding 





his head. 

"Quite mad,” said a third, laugh- 
ing, and he turned to the farmer. 
"Give me the ring, and ГЇЇ let you 
со, you poor crazy fellow." 

The farmer gave the soldiers the 
ring—what else could he do? As 
he turned to start back to his 
farm, his stomach growled, 
and he smacked his hungry 
lips. His shoulders slumped in 
disappointment. 

"Follow him!" whispered the 
first soldier. "Crazy or not, he did 
have the king's ring. And where 
it was, the rest of the treasure 
will be.” 

The farmer didn’t notice the 
king’s soldiers following him. He 
didn't even see the road. At first he 
was too miserable, but the longer 
he thought, the angrier he got. 

“That rooster!” he raged. "It's 
his fault those soldiers think Im 
crazy. How embarrassing! 

"And I'm still hungry!” 

By the time he reached his farm, 
he was ina roaring rage. The roost- 





er lay in the doorway, snoozing in 
the sun and dreaming about the 
good things to eat that the farmer 
would bring. Suddenly he heard 
footsteps. A shadow fell over the 
sunny doorway. The rooster 
looked up and saw the farmer. But 
instead of carrying food, the 
farmer was carrying a big stick! 

“AWK!” cried the rooster. 
“What’s the matter?” 

"You're the matter!” yelled the 
farmer. “You didn’t make me rich, 
you made me a laughingstock!” 
And he grabbed for the rooster. 

The rooster wasted no time—he 
ran. Around the barn he sped, 
through the field, under the fence. 
The farmer pursued him, ragged 
coattails flying, shouting threats. 

And the king’s soldiers followed 
the farmer. 

As the rooster ran away from 
the farm, along the road, he 








thought desperately, "If only I can 
reach the forest, perhaps I can 
hide.” 

Still the farmer pursued him, 
shouting threats. 

And the king’s soldiers ran after 
the farmer. 

The rooster ran deeper into the 
forest, until he came to the rob- 
bers’ tower. He scrambled to the 
tower roof, and crowed as loud as 
he could, “HELP!” 

The rooster’s cry awakened the 
sleeping robbers, who leaped from 
their blankets and ran out of the 
tower door, past the farmer—right 
into the arms ofthe king's soldiers! 


The farmer stopped in front of 
the tower and glared up at his 
rooster, "What is this place?" he 
growled. 

“This is where І found the ring, 
master,” cried the rooster, shaking 
with fright. “The robbers have 
hidden their loot inside.” 

The farmer peered in the door. 
So did the king’s soldiers. 

“The royal jewels!” said the first 
soldier. 


“The farmer wasn't crazy!” said 
another. 

“Surely the king will want to 
thank him,” said a third, and he 
turned to the poor farmer. “Come 
along with us to the castle and 
claim your reward.” 

So the farmer and his rooster 
went back to the castle with the 
soldiers. After turning the robbers 
over to the village constable, the 
soldiers brought the farmer to the 
throne room. 

“Your majesty,’ a soldier an- 
nounced. “This farmer has helped 
us recover your royal treasure.” 

“Marvelous!” exclaimed the 


king. "I shall reward you with a 
suit of the finest clothes, made by 
my own tailor, he said, noticing 
that the poor farmer could surely 
use some new clothes. 

"Id rather have something to 
eat, mumbled the farmer. 

The king ordered a lackey to 
bring the farmer a flagon of water 
after his dusty journey, and then 
sent the farmer off to get cleaned 
up for his new clothes. 

When the farmer had been 
washed and combed, and dressed 


in his new suit of clothes, he 
turned out to be quite a handsome 
looking fellow. And the king's only 
daughter fell instantly in love 
with him. Even the rooster was 
impressed. 

"Father!" she cried. "This is the 
husband for me!" 

The poor farmer wasn't about to 
object, for the princess wasn't bad 
looking, herself, and to tell the 
truth, he had fallen in love with 
her, too. 

And the king was pleased, be- 
cause he was beginning to think 
his daughter would be an old 
maid, since she had refused all the 


princes who had asked for her 
hand in marriage. 

"We shall celebrate your wed- 
ding with a great feast!" the king 
announced. And he looked point- 
edly at the rooster. 

“Oops!” thought the rooster. 
"This is where I came in—and 
where Га better get out!” 

With a last loud crow, the re- 
markable rooster flew off to the 
royal chicken yard, where he had 
no trouble at all hiding from the 
royal cooks. 
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Use cheap горе, so if it 


GOOFY | | та 
MOUNTAIN C. 
CLIMBING 


Knap sack 
for taking 


And the stuff afternoon knaps. 


you need to climb | 100-pound block 


a mountain. | of ice for making 
cold drinks. Don't 


forget ice pick. (A 


When you reach the «а Re 
summit, yodel! (Get book.) “о 

All good mountain — 

climbers yodel. 


Be sure to bring a litter. Not the kind you 
throw, but the kind they can lay your body on 
to lower you down the side of the mountain. 








If you should happen to fall into a 4,000-foot 

ice crevice...don't panic! Do not yell for . At great altitudes special equipment is 

help—that could cause an avalanche. Re- | E needed to counteract the effects of severe cold 
e and lack of oxygen. You will know you are at 


е main calm! Just wait until a bus comes along 
and then ask the driver to help you. the end of your rope when it freezes. 





When climbing а mountain, members of the 
team tie themselves together. There is а 
reason for this! The reason is that if one 
guy falls, they all fall. This keeps the team 
together! 


_ Sleeping ina hammock on the side of a moun- 

tain can be a fun experience. Just don't walk 

і іп your sleep! That's where the fun ends апа 
the experience begins! 


I Ӯ 
Tips оп Mountain 
Climbing 
1. If anyone should ask you why you 
climb a mountain, come back with 
a snappy answer like, "Because it's 
there!” 
2. Wear warm clothes. The higher you 
climb, the colder it will get, and when 
the sun goes down it will get even 
darker. 
3. While attending a social gathering, 
wear hiking boots with your tuxedo and 
say things like “Mount Everest,” “Ed- 
mund Hilary,’ and “Rope.” People will 
be impressed. | 
4. If you meet the Abominable Snow- 
man, don’t address him by his first 
name. 
5. Last, and most important—don't 
look down! 
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Another great thrill is knowing that you are 
ө the first person ever to ascend the summit. 





46 





PLACE EARS FAIRLY FAR 
BACK ON HEAD 


START HEAD WITH CIRCLE ADD CENTER 
LINE Tò ESTABLISH PERSPECTIVE. 





Mickey is fun to draw, and easy, 
too, because he is drawn almost 
entirely with circles. Let’s start 
with a circle for the head. Draw 
two fat ovals for the ears. Place 
them on the head-circle like the 
diagram shows. Now draw an- 
other circle or oval for the snout 
and still another, but smaller, 
egg-shaped circle for the nose. 

The snout is placed at the lower 
part of the head-circle. The eyes 
are drawn in above the snout, and 
the pupils inside the eye-circles. 

For the mouth, continue a line 
from the underneath side of the 
snout into the head-circle. Then 
shape the mouth for a smile or any 
other expression you may want. 

Mickey is three head-circles 
high. His legs and arms are at- 
tached to the body just as is shown 
in the diagram. Now, you try it. 
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Seven-year-old Sarah felt her 
face grow hot. Tears welled up be- 
hind her soft brown lashes. "No 





children! No children!" came a 
rude shout. "Take her off the stage 
and back to mama!" someone else 
called. 

Sarah turned and fled. She was 
discovering that English rural 
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+ | theaters in 1762 had more than 
Ж Ш their share of louts and boors in 
7 ‚ М the audience. 
dad Йй Her mother stopped her before 
ғу ; " she reached the safety of the 


wings, took her hand, and led her 
back tothe flickering candle flame 
of the footlights. The audience 
grew still for a moment. 

"Sarah; said her mother, her 
eyes flashing angrily. "Can you 
recite "The Fable of the Boys and 
the Frogs’ for these good people?” 

"Oh, yes, mother, Sarah 
replied. 

"Oh, yes, mother,’ echoed 
a voice from the back of the hall, 
and the audience exploded with 
laughter. 

"Be quiet a minute and let the 
little waif get on with it,” another 
voice urged. 

Sarah's mother smiled, 
squeezed her hand, then bent 
down and whispered in her ear, 
"Dont give up. Be a queen!" Then 
she left Sarah alone to face the 
noisy crowd. 

“Оп the edge of a great inland 
sea; she began in a high, clear 
voice, "lived a number of gentle, 
patient frogs..." 

"Ba-rroom! Ba-rroom!” a heck- 
ler boomed like a bullfrog. But 
the mood of the audience was 
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changing. 

"Hush, hush! Listen to her!” 

"...а group of boys were casting 
stones into the water. The poor, 
terrified frogs huddled beneath 
the lily ра4в” Sarah dropped to 
the stage and covered her head 
with her hands, as her mother had 
taught her. Then she rose majestic- 
ally, as though she had a crown 
nestled in her brown tresses. 

“At length,’ she proclaimed, in a 
regal voice that was entirely 
changed, "the dignified queen of 
the frogs climbed onto a pad and 
looked at the boys in silence.” 

Sarah was still for a few sec- 
onds, gazing haughtily at the au- 
dience. She continued, “‘Ah, dear 
children, said the frog. Why will 
you learn so soon to be cruel? Con- 
sider, | beseech you, that though 
this may seem sport to you, it is 
death to us!” 

Sarah narrowed her eyes, put 
one hand on her waist, and pointed 
a finger at the audience. "Moral: 

"А noble mind disdains to gain 

Its pleasure from another's 
pain!" 

The spectators broke into cheers 
and applause. Young Sarah Kem- 
ble had won their hearts. 

sarah was born into an acting 
family. Her mother and father 
were members of a group of 
players who moved from town to 
town, setting up their show in one 
place for a week at a time. 

When they entered a new town 
to perform, it was customary for 
the players to parade down the 
main street. Sarah led the proces- 
sion, with a big drum strapped to 
her back. The actors and actresses 
were dressed in fancy feathers and 
fine frocks, and they bowed grace- 
fully to the townspeople as they 
pranced by. 

Then, after Sarah's afternoon 
nap and a quick supper with the 
children of the troupe, the even- 
ings show began. It had some- 
thing for everybody: a solemn 
tragedy that would make both 
men and women shed a tear, and a 
clown with singers and dancers to 


make them laugh. Quite often 
Sarah would speak a poem or 
fable. 

Sarah had a lively imagination. 
Not only did she love to read 
Aesop's fables, but she also wrote 
stories in her diaries about one of 
her favorite characters, whom she 
had met one day when her family 
stopped at an inn. Ап entertainer 
staying there had happened to 
bring with him an animal that 
Sarah had never seen. She stared 
at it in amazement. 

“What is it?” she whispered. 

“A fox, my dear,’ answered the 
innkeeper, “and you must call him 
Reynard.” 

Sarah had run upstairs and 
changed into her best dress. Then 
she returned and curtseyed deeply 
in front of the fox’s kennel, saying, 
"I pray thee, Mr. Reynard, to play 
no tricks on me or my troupe of 
players whilst we remain in this 
town, and we shall forevermore 
remain thy faithful friends!” 

Her parents had laughed, but 
they were secretely worried about 
Sarah’s natural liveliness. She 
seemed to be a born actress, and 
they knew that the life of a player 
was a hard one, indeed. Certainly, 
they reasoned, she should prepare 
herself for a future that offered 
greater security. 

Sarah needed a young lady’s 
education, her parents often said, 
but it wasn’t until she was 12 
years old that they were able to 
enroll her in an exclusive private 
academy for girls. 

Sarah was frightened that first 
day at school, away from her fam- 
ily and friends. She kept to her 
room, too shy to meet the other 
girls. Instead, she was reading 
Milton’s Paradise Lost for perhaps 
the 20th time. 

Suddenly there was a tapping at 
the door. A tall girl with blond 
ringlets stood there. Down the hall 
Sarah could hear the giggles and 
whispers of the other girls. 

The corners of the blond girl’s 
lips turned up in a half-smile, but 
Sarah noticed that her eyes were 


cool and watchful. She felt a thrill 
of pleasure, though, when the girl, 
Anne, said she had been sent to 
welcome Sarah to the school. 

“The girls were wondering what 
your father is,” said Anne. 

“What he is?” Sarah responded, 
not understanding at first. “Oh, I 
see...’ Then she answered proudly, 
“My father is Roger Kemble, the 
manager of a troup of traveling 
players, and my mother is an 
actress." 

Anne's face turned crimson. 
"Oh, my,’ the girl said, flustered. 
"My parents would...thank you, 
and if you'll excuse me...” 

This was the first indication 
Sarah had that the theater was 
not considered quite a respectable 
profession іп the 1700's. She closed 
the door and turned away, tears 
filling her eyes. 

Then she squared her shoulders, 
turned back, and tore open the 
door. She swept past the as- 
tonished Anne and the several 
girls clustered around her and 
clattered down the stairs to Mrs. 
Harries. She wanted to return at 
once to her family, Sarah informed 
her—the girls despised her be- 
cause she did not come from a rich 
and respected family. 

But Mrs. Harries wouldnt lis- 
ten. "People can be cruel; she 
said. "Don't give up. You must get 
used to such pettiness and rise 
above it." 

“That’s little enough help!" 
Sarah thought. But she stomped 
back to her room, making up her 
mind to stick with it and learn 
as much as she could from her 
experiences. 

Mrs. Harries, however, had a 
plan. She called the girls together 
a few days later and announced, 
"The academy is going to present a 
play! You young ladies will play 
the parts, help make the costumes, 
and arrange the sets and scenery.” 

Sarah felt a bustle of excitement 
go through the room, and a few of 
the girls looked in her direction. 
But then Mrs. Harries said some- 
thing that made her cringe. 


“Ме аге fortunate іп having 
among us a young lady who, I am 
told, is a fine actress. Miss Sarah 
Kemble will play the lead role in 
our play!” 

"Oh, no!" thought Sarah. 
"Exactly wrong! They shall think I 
am conceited and the teacher's 
favorite!" She raised her hand to 
decline the honor, but Mrs. Har- 
ries was rushing on to assign all 
the other parts. 

Sarah was right. The other girls 
resented a newcomer's being 
awarded the best role in the play. 
But she ignored their coolness and 
sarcasm as best she could. 

One day, everything changed. 
The academy's sewing-mistress 
was trying to prepare the cos- 
tumes, but the poor woman was in 
despair. She could not fashion the 
stiff train, called a "sackback;" 
which the play called for—she had 
no crinoline. 

"I look like an orange-peddler, 
not a princess, wailed Anne. 

“Т ean fix it,” Sarah said. 

Twenty pairs of eyes turned to 
her. The sewing-mistress was one 
of the best in the kingdom, but this 
newcomer—what did she know 
about sewing? 

Sarah had often helped her pa- 
rents with repairs to their cos- 
tumes. She quickly showed the 
girls how to cut and shape blue 
grocers paper so the sackback 
trains swept to the floor just as 
they did in the most stylish salons 
of London. 

This was a kind of accomplish- 
ment the girls could appreciate! 
They crowded around Sarah, de- 
manding attention to their cos- 
tumes, too. From that day on, she 
was the pet of the school and the 
leading lady in all the plays. 

Two years later, Sarah left the 
academy and returned to the life of 
the theater, which she never left 
again. She married a handsome 
actor named William Siddons, 
and, despite the rigors of raising a 
large family, she never gave 
up her goal of becoming a great 
actress. 
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She succeeded. After years of 


study and work in provincial 
theaters, perfecting her craft, she 
was finally called to the famed 
Drury Lane Theater in London in 
1782, when she was 27 years old. 
Mrs. Sarah Siddons was an im- 
mediate and resounding success, 
becoming the undisputed first 


lady of the English stage. For 30 
years the applause rarely ceased: 
she had won the hearts of her au- 
diences. Beloved by king and 
commoner alike, she was indeed a 
queen of the footlights. 
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UNCLE SCROOGE 


Uncle бегооре was humming as 
he went about his business of 
counting the money in money bin 
number 68. 

"Be a clown, be a clown, be a 
clown," hummed Scrooge, апа 
then with a sudden start he 
realized he'd lost count. 

“Wak!” he exclaimed. "This will 
never do! I’m not concentrating! 
l've got to get that song out of my 
head!" 


Back he went to his counting. 
“One zillion and one, one zillion 
two, one zillion three...be a clown, 
be a clown, be a clown.” 

"Oh, drat!” Serooge slapped his 
forehead in exasperation. "Why do 
I keep humming that song?" He 
brushed the money dust from his 
coat and left the money bin to re- 
turn to his office quite puzzled. Be- 
fore he could sit down at his desk 
to think, the door opened and in 






came Donald with Huey, Dewey 
and Louie. 

"Just dropped in for a visit, 
greeted Donald cheerily. "We've 
got nothing else to ао.” 

"That figures,’ groused Scrooge, 
"but I'm glad to see you anyway. I 
need somebody to talk to." 

"Is something bothering you, 
Uncle Scrooge?” asked Huey. 

“Yes,” replied Scrooge, pacing 
the floor in front of his desk. "A 








song keeps running through my 
head, and it is interfering with 
counting my money." 

"What's the tune?" 
Donald. 

Uncle Scrooge grinned sheep- 
ishly. “It’s ‘Be a clown, be a clown, 
be a clown?” he hummed in his 
quaky off-key voice. 

“Well, the answer is simple,” 
exclaimed Donald. “ТІ bet you've 
always secretly wanted to be a 


asked 
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clown, so why not be one?” 

“Right!” laughed Dewey. “If you 
were a clown, we could all come to 
the circus every day to see you and 
laugh our heads off” 

“Impossible!” Scrooge exploded. 
"Гуе got business to attend to. I 
have no time to be a clown.” 

"Sure you have,’ replied 
Donald. "You don't have to give up 
everything to be a clown. The cir- 
cus is coming to Duckburg for a 
week. Go see the circus manager 
and tell him you want to be a guest 
clown" 

"A guest clown?" queried 
Scrooge. 

"sure!" said Donald. "That's the 
way to get this song out of your 
head so you can concentrate on 
counting your money.” 

"That's a great idea!" exclaimed 
Uncle Scrooge. “I can hardly be- 
lieve you thought of it, Donald;" he 
grinned. 

When the circus finally arrived 
in Duckburg, Scrooge called at the 
circus manager's tent bright and 
early. There he met a very grumpy 
manager, indeed. The circus had 
been meeting with poor attend- 
ance as 14 toured the country. The 
cost of feeding the animals was in- 
creasing, and the manager was 
worried. 

"I can't afford one more clown!" 
he snapped. 

"But you don't have to рау me,” 
protested Scrooge. “I’m the richest 
duck in the world.” 


"If you're so rich,’ retorted the 
manager, “why don't you buy the 
circus and hire yourself as a 
clown?” His face broke out of its 
frown into a big grin. “Hahaha!” 
he laughed. "That's a good one! 
Buy the circus and hire yourself as 
a clown! Наһаһа!” 

Scrooge scowled. “ГІ do just 
that, he declared. "Inform the 
owner that my lawyer will be in 
touch with him this morning. I’m 
buying this circus!" 

In a few hours Scrooge and his 
lawyer met with the circus owner, 
and before all the tents and side 
shows had been readied for the 
next day's opening show, Scrooge 
McDuck was the new owner. "At 
last, he sighed, "I shall be a 
clown.” 

Early the following morning 
Scrooge arrived at the clowns’ tent 
where each funny man puts on his 
clown make-up and crazy cos- 
tumes. 

"Gentlemen," announced 
бегооре, "I'm a new clown and I 
need some help with my make-up 
and costume." 

"Well, ain't he the cute one?" 
smirked one clown with a big mop 
of red hair. "He wants us to make 
him look funny!” 

“You look funny enough just the 
way you are,” giggled a fat clown 
who was painting his lips white. 
All the clowns laughed loudly as 
Scrooge stood by helplessly, not 
knowing what to do. At that mo- 
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ment the circus manager entered. 

“Men,” he began, "I want you to 
meet the new owner of this circus, 
Mr. Scrooge McDuck. He wants to 
bea clown, so please help him with 
his make-up and fix him up with a 
funny costume.” 

Immediately all the clowns 
sprang to Scrooge's aid. "How 
come you want to be a clown if 
you own the circus?" squeaked one 
little funny fellow. 

"I think he'd be funny with a 
striped beak and big feet with 
huge toes,’ suggested another. 

In no time at all the clowns had 
painted Scrooge's beak with pur- 
ple and yellow stripes, fitted him 
with huge feet with big toes, a 
polka dot suit, wide bow tie, a blue 
straw hat and a crooked cane with 
a huge fake diamond head. 

“Thank you,” said Scrooge look- 
ing at himself in the make-up 
mirror. “What do I do now?” 

“Well, when the show opens this 
afternoon,’ explained a short little 
clown with a very tall silk hat, 
“you just get in the circus parade 
and make everybody laugh.” 

“Be a clown, be a clown, be a 
clown,’ hummed Scrooge. “At last 
my secret wish is coming true!” 

Early in the afternoon before 
show time the people of Duckburg 
started to arrive. Naturally, Uncle 
Scrooge had tickets sent to Donald 
and the nephews, so they sat eat- 
ing their popcorn and peanuts and 
waiting for the show to begin. 

“What if we don’t recognize 
Uncle Scrooge?” worried Louie. 

“Oh, you'll know which one he 
is” Donald assured him. “Нед 
stand on his head to make us all 
laugh.” 

Suddenly the circus band struck 
up its stirring marching music for 
the circus parade, and a voice 
from the loudspeakers shouted, 
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“LADIE-E-ES AND GENTLE- 
MEN, HERE COME THE 
CLOWNS!” 

And as the trumpets and trom- 
bones blared, and the drums 
rolled, the clowns came running 
and tumbling in front of the whole 
circus parade. Sure enough, there, 
waddling along behind the other 
clowns, came Uncle Scrooge, very 
nervous in his costume, but 
bravely trying to look funny. 

“I see him!” shouted Huey ex- 
citedly. “That’s him with the 
striped beak and the big funny 
feet!” 

“Yay! Uncle Scrooge!” yelled 
Dewey. “Do something funny!” 

“Why isn’t Uncle Scrooge being 
funny?” asked Louie disappoint- 
edly. 

Donald was uneasy. “Try to 
laugh a little when he comes by,’ 
he urged. "You know how impor- 
tant this is to Uncle Scrooge.” 

Dutifully the boys giggled and 
applauded when Scrooge waddled 
past their seats, but their gaze 
quickly turned to the rest of the 
parade. 


Later, in the clown tent, Scrooge 
sat looking at himself in the 
make-up mirror. “I wasn’t funny 
at all,” he moaned. “I’m a broken- 
hearted clown.” 

“Тһе trouble is, you can’t just 
look funny,” explained the fat í 
clown. "You've got to do some- В 
thing funny" Не paused а mo- 
ment, thinking. "Like maybe 
wash an elephant,” he giggled. | 
Scrooge's eyes widened. "That's с 
it!” he shouted. “ГІ! wash an 
elephant!" 

When the circus band blared for 
the opening parade of the evening 
show, there was Scrooge in his 
clown costume standing on the ` 
back ofthe lead elephant with mop 
and pail. “This will get a lot of 
laughs; he assured himself, as а 
Бе began тпорріпр the huge ` 
pachyderm. 3 i 

Unfortunately the pretty girl oa » 
model riding on the elephants 
head didn't think Scrooge на та 
funny at all. "What are you doing  . 
on my elephant, you clown?” she | 
shrieked, waving her arms. “Сей 2 г: 
off! Get off!” | 
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Dumbfounded, Scrooge Баска Ше net in a towering rage! "You 


off the elephant. Before he fell to 
the ground, the second elephant in 
line caught him with his trunk. 

“Whew! Saved!” breathed 
Scrooge. 

“Not saved!” screeched Scrooge 
as the second elephant tossed him 
high in the air. Over and over 
flipped Scrooge until his hands 
caught a high wire. 

“Get off!” yelled the high wire 
artist riding a unicycle with a girl 
standing on his shoulders. “You'll 
make us fall!” 

The unicycle rolled over 
Scrooge’s fingers and down he 
dropped into the net below. As 
Scrooge bounced up and down in 
the net, the ringmaster charged 
towards him shouting angrily, 
"What do you think you're doing, 
ruining that high wire act? You're 
fired! Get out of this circus!" 

Scrooge slid down the rope from 





can't fire me,” he squawked. "I 
own this circus!” 

Scrooge kicked off his big false 
feet, yanked off his wide bow tie 
and sailed his straw hat into the 
audience. А roar of laughter came 
up from the crowd as he stalked 
off to the clown tent furiously 
proclaiming, “Tm through! ГМ 
SELLING THIS CIRCUS!” 

“That’s the funniest clown act 
Гуе ever seen,’ gasped Donald 
with tears of laughter running 
down his cheeks. 

"I never thought Uncle Scrooge 
could be so funny,’ choked Huey. 

When the circus manager heard 
the audience shrieking with de- 
light, he knew the visit to 
Duckburg was going to be a real 
success. 

"Leave that whole act in? he 
ordered the ringmaster. "We've 
got a show stopper there!” 





"You'd better tell that duck 
clown,’ answered the ringmaster. 
“I just told him to get out of the 
circus.” 

“Oh, no!” gasped the manager. 
"That old duck clown owns this 
circus!” 

When Scrooge learned he had 
the funniest act in the show, he 
was happy to forgive the ring- 
master and repeat the act for each 
performance during the rest of the 
week. 

The shrieks of laughter each 
time the pretty girl ordered him 
off her elephant, and each time the 
second elephant tossed him high 
in the air, were music to his ears. 
Of course his fingers got a little 
bit sore from being pinched by the 
unicycle, but Scrooge was too 
happy to notice that. 

And when the audience roared 
and clapped as he tore off his bow 
tie, kicked off his false feet, sailed 
his straw hat into the crowd and 
stalked off shouting "ГМ SELL- 
ING THIS CIRCUS!” Scrooge 
knew he was a successful clown at 
last. 

When the week ended and the 
circus moved on to other towns, 
Scrooge knew that he'd be a clown 
once again when it returned the 
following year. 

"Until then," chortled Scrooge, 
“ТТІ be counting my money with а 
clear head and a light heart. After 
all, one has to work sometime." 
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Uncle $erooge's 


BRAIN TEA 


Scrooge looks perfectly contented as he sleeps in 
the sun aboard his fishing boat. But something's 
wrong—in fact, a lot of somethings are wrong. 
How many errors can you find? 1-2, your eyes 
must not be open; 3-4, look again; 5-6, that’s 
better; and 7-8, great! (You didn’t peek at the 
answers below, did you?) 
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Help Moby find his way to 
the island paradise... 
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Skipper Scrooge told Goofy to check the water just 
around the bend. But look what Goofy found on his 
journey! This harmless but comical critter is made up 
of seven different animals who are often found in and 
around rivers. Can you help Goofy name them? 
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DOGGIE The clues are few, but they 


CROSSWORD  .. i certain kind of dog 
PUZZLE 
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"The ancient Greeks and Romans got | | 

_ their kicks dreaming up mythological i 

` characters i in groups of stars, like the | 56 277 | 

| Great Bear and Little Bear (with long | | 
` tails, yet!). Not to be outdone, ће 
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ROCK HUDSON То this day, 
he can't eat whipped cream 
without being reminded of a 


near-tragedy in his Illinois 
childhood. 















THE BOY WHO TALKED 

TO BADGERS Ben 

MacDonald's best pal was 

a badger. Follow this 
heartwarming story of an 77,0 ва 

unusual friendship. UU al s 









CLARAPATRA Can Mickey and Goofy get out 
of this jam? They've interrupted Queen Clara's 
triumphal entry into Rome, and she's furious! 
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TIGER LILY'S TREASURE FLIGHTOF THE GREY SPACE MOUNTAIN 
Captain Hook has stolen Princess WOLF Join young Russ Blast off with Goofy and his 
Tiger Lily's jewels and hidden Hanson as he helps his pet friends on a thrilling tour of 
them. Can Peter get them back? | wolf, Grey, learn to survive Disney's new Space Mountain 
in the wild. adventure. 
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